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To TRE 


Miſs Williamſons, Miſs Ternybougbs, 
and Miſs Keen, of STazrorD. 


TIN an age, when the generality of mankind 
aſſume the character of Cenſors, and indulge themſelves in | | 
indiſcriminate aſperittes, nothing coutd prove more Hattering 
or ſati factory, than your condeſcenſion, to patronize the 

Follow ing attempt. 


To plunge a Juvenile Effort into the boiſterbus ſiream 
of Criticiſm, without ſome powerful ſupport, woull have 
been highly indiſcreet. To more eminent objects, I could 
not have directed myſelf, than the illuſtrious group 1 have = 
the honor to addieſs ; whoſe exalted virtues are the theme | 
of univerſal adulation, and whoſe perfonal attractions arrejz | 


the eye, even of Indifference it,. 


Under ſuch a ſanflion, I commit myſetf to the Public, 
not without hope, that if they cannot approve, yet they will 
act candidly, towards 
Ladies, 


Tour moſt devoted, 


And very humble Servant, 
1. 


A DVERTISEME N. 


I'N committing to the Preſs the 
following Sheets, the Author has ſacri- 
ficed his own Intentions, to the Impor- 
tunities of F riends: They were originally 
deſigned for /ocal repreſentation onl R 
being the haſty productions of moments, 
abſtracted {rom his profeſſional avoca- 
tions. The Plot ( as the Reader will 
obſerve,) is copied from the Romance 


of a Day,” with ſuch Altcrations, as 
ſeemed neceſſary, to adapt it to a Dra- 


matic Piece, 


PROLOGUE, 
By the AUTHOR. 


Actor, and Prompter, within, 


Ac T oO R. | 
WHERE's the Manager! the Manager! the Manager! 


PROMPHP TEA. 


Why, what the Devil is the Matter ? 
You'll fright the Audience with your clatter. 


ACTOR». 
Zounds Sir! we have no Prologue, they'll damn the Piece, 
and we're undone, | 
They'll wait no longer; — hark, the Uproar is begun. 
O curſe the Poet, how he has deceiv'd, 
Read, read the Letter I have juſt receiv'd : 
«© Not twelve Hours ſtudy, with the aid of Wine \ 


«© Nor all my Invocations to the Nine, | 
Have yet produc'd one ſolitary Line.” 


PROMPTER. 


Heav'ns! I'm panic firuck ! What ſhall we do? 1 
They'll ſacrifice the Author, me, and you, 


ACTOR. 


Huſh !-——the Clamour's cea('d ;-l think I'll enter, 
And yet, I am almoſt afraid to venture. 


Enter Actor, with heſitation. After a pauſe, ſpeaks. 


Well, fince I find you neither hiſs nor ſcold, 
Tl een proceed: Your candour makes me bold, 
A good Commencement |! if fo, the End ſhould tell, 
Why then as Shakeſpeare ſays, ALL wiLL Be WEIL. 
No inarling Critic, ſure has place among you, | 
Nor has their dAMNING SP1R1T ever ſtung you. 
Methinks I ſtand before a fair, impartial Jury, 
Superior e'en to CovenT, or old D UR; 
There, Merit hath been blaſted in the bud, 
One common fate involv'd both bad and 
Falſe prepoſſeſſions oft have damn'd a Play, 


And all an Author's hopes been rudely ſwept away. 7 
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Such Sentiments can ne'er characterize 


1 

An Audience fo fair, fo candid, wiſe; 0 
Within whoſe boſoms, nobleſt paſſions glow, F 
Who'd rather pardon, than condemn a Fos. 1 
If ſuch the Judges. need a To- ‚ s MAN fear ? P 
(Pm ſhire your Sentence will not be ſevere.) ] 
No with for plauaits, nor defire for gain, | « 
Prompts him to cultivate his comic vein; - _ ; 
One motive only, the attempt inſpir'd, | | 


To PLEASE THOSE FRIENDS; WHOSE VIRTUES HE ADMIR'D. | | 
| Gaining that point, no other he purſues, : . 
Since THAT, and that AL OR E, completes his Views, 
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By the AUTHOR. 
Spoken in the Character of a drunken Actor. 


DON T you think me Sirs, a pretty ſort of ſellow, 
To attempt the Epilogue, and be fo mellow? 
Hold up my boy, damn it, I'm not the 5oRT ; 
J told the Manager I was'nt fit for't; g 
But he, ſtrange mortal, would have no denial, . 1 f 
Swore he'd diſmiſs, unleſs I made the trial ; : 
And he's ſo poſitive,. Gad, there he lands, — Well, dis very true, 

I'm ſure *tis ſafer to confide in you. | 

But ſoftly PEGasvs, I quite outſtep my ſtory, 
How I got drunk, ought firſt to come before ye. 
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Port, pow'rful Port, our Author had prepar'd ; — 


\ Well may vou Jaugh, I promiſe you ] ſtar'd, 


Tho no proof 's wanting that I largely ſhar', ! And 
n k 


. 


And it was natural, we once were well acquainted, 

But Caſh of late ran low, and we have been dil jointed : 

So meeting once again, I thought it better, 

3 oerjoy my old friend, and be our Author's Debtor. 
Beſides, Wine whets the Wit, and makes it flow more free, 
And ſo the more I drank, 1 thought the wittier I ſhould be, 
Eur what does that ipark obſerve, ou can't divine, 

* How I a ſtrolling Player, met with Wine?” 

And do you doubt it Sir? then PII this inſtant prove it, 
Hallo, Waiter there, —the Wine,—this way remove it. 


Enter Waiter, with a Bottle of Mine; a Cork - ſcrew in 
the Cork. 


I'1! broach it firſt, then give you my opinion. (Drinks, 
"Tis excellent ! -- O Port ! I bend to thy dominion, 

J hope Sir, you're convinc'd by this Example, 

Nor think our Stock conſiſts in this ſmall Sample; 

E'en dozens good as this, my orders wait, 

And did vou ever know me baſhful at a Treat? 

T was rude in you, to gainſay my affertions, 

And throw a Damper on my firſt Exertions; 

But dawn it, Man, I'm not quarrelſome, not I; 

I'll drown the inſult, —talking makes me dry. (Drinks; 


And now a word or two about the Play, 
Muſt do't, — but what the Devil ſhall I ſay ? 
FI try another glats, e'er I begin, (Drinks: 
Perhaps it may, O yes, I feel it coming in. 
Hem ! hem! hem ! 'tis requiſite to clear my voice. 
am the Author's Proxy, don't you admue bis choice? 
Well, what's your ſentence ?—Damnation ! no, —no, 
Vou'll ne'er condenin a Man, when quite fo fo ; 
Think Sirs,—a tender Muſe, — now don't diſrobe her, 
At leaſt ſuſpend it, *till I ſeem more ſober, 
Review your Sentence, —reverſe it did you fay ? 
O dam*me, THaT's YOUR SORT, hurra, hurra. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


MEN. 


Mz. HEARTLY, 
BLOOMFIELD, 
JEJUNE. 
SOLOM ON, 
SAILOR, 
FRENCHM AN, 


WOMEN. 


LOUISA HAARTLY, 
ABIT HA. 


S OE NE; Greenwich, and the Vicinity. 
TIME; about Six hours. 


AA TE: 


ScenE, An Apartment in Mr, HearTLy's Houſe. 


Mr. HzeaRrTLy diſcovered. 


FT E R thirty years ſucceſsful induſtry, I 
have retired to the delightful vicinage ot 


Blackheath, and mean to ſpend the remainder of 
my days in the calm bofom of retreat. When age, 
and its conſequent infirmities aſſail us, and render 
us unfit for active life, we court more trarquil 
ſcenes. Louiſa now engages all my thoughts; with 
what pleaſure I contemplate her intended union with 
young Bloomheld! yet when I converſe upon the 
ſubjeR, ſhe treats it with indifference, and diſcovers a 
volatility of diſpoſition that alarms me. To be ſure | 
the is a ſtranger to him; on that ground I reſt my 
2: C5 hopes : 


41 * 


hopes: Report ſpeaks highly of his good qualities, 
and when wit, figure, and fortune, are the ſuitors, 
who ſhall withſtand the claim? Beſides, a father's in- 
fluence ſhall ſecond his pretenſions. (going, 
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Enter Lovisa. 


Heartly. Well Louiſa, I was going in ſearch of 
you; here is a letter from Sir William Bloomfield, 
acquainting me of his Son's arrival in England, 

Louiſa. And pray what is that to me? 

_ Hearily. Of the firſt conſequence. My heart pal- 
pitates with joy upon the occafion. You know the 


match has been long projected, and only waited his 
return for its conſummation. 


Louiſa. How, Sir! 

Heartly. Why this indifference! But come let us 
prepare ſor his reception, we have no time to loſe, 
to-morrow he honors us with a viſit, and a few days 

J hope will make you one. 
|  Lowſa. And do you ſerioufly expect that event! 

Heartly. Certainly! In thy marriage centers all 
my views; if I hve to ſee the attainment of that ob- 

ely bleſt, Tis all I aſk of 
8 Heaven. 
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Heaven. My choice is unexceptionable. In point 
of manners and addreſs he ſtands unrivalled, and his 
fortune and family are equal to my warmeſt withes. 
Louija. If he poſſeſs'd brighter accompliſhments! 
Was he the Paragon of man, unleſs he was the object 
of my own choice, I ſhould view him with abhorrence. 


Heartly. Nay, raiſe not obſtacles to my happineſs; 


ſtrew not the path of age with thorns. You muſt 


conſent to his addreſſes. 

Louiſa. Aſtoniſhing ! And ſo you would have a 
girl of my beauty and conſequence, transferr'd with 
as little ceremony as you transfer ſtock; have an 
aukward country booby introduc'd at your commands, 
and expect acquieſcence at our firſt interview; O the 
antiquated idea! 

Heartly. Come, come Louiſa, lay aſide this raillery; 
it is highly unbecoming. 

Louiſa. Unbecoming! why it is the very charac- 
teriſtic of the Bon Ton, the moſt ſtriking trait of the 


woman of faſhion. No Sir, the man who marries me, 


muſt win me. 


Heartly. Mr. Bloomfield has done that already, if 


deſerving you, may | be deemed ſo. 
1 Louiſa, 
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Louiſa. Indeed you quite miſtake me; my ideas 
are tortur'd in the conſtruction. Tis to thoſe polite 
attentions, to thoſe officious minutiæ I allude, which 
men of the world confider due to our ſex, and are 
ever prompt to contribute, 

Heartly. And which they aſſume, merely as maſks 
for the greateſt villanies, and to render the unſuſpect- 
ing female, an eaſier prey to their deſigeis. 

Louiſa. And ſo you hope to moralize me out of my 
ſyſtem ! but your lectures will have a contrary effe dt; 
I ſhall endure a ſeven year's ſtege ;---he muſt attend 
me to routs, rilottos, balls, and plays; -p ſſefs the 
patience of an humble ſuitor at the miniſter's levee ;-- 
figh out his foul to winds and trees ;---write ſonnets 
to my beauty ;---idolize every charm I poflefs ;«--af- 
cribe to me graces to which I am a ſtranger ; and in 
ſhort, be a complete Knight-Errant in love, er: I ſhall 
deign to ſmile upon bim.— This Sir, is a picture of 
the etiquette of high life, of which I ſhall be a moſt 
rigid obfervyer, | | 

Heartiy. The volatility of your diſpoſition hurries 
you beyond the bounds of decency. . You confound 
the object. Mr. Bloomfield, inſtead of that aukward 

| | | perſon 


| 


| WA 


perſon you ſuppoſe, is a gentleman in the ſtricteſt 
ſenſe of the word, and poſſeſſes attractions, capable 
of impreſſing the moſt indifferent. Beſides his 


virtues- | 
Louiſa. O ! the immaculate young man. from 


your deſeription of him, I ſhould think him fitter for 


a chaplain to the Boravy - BA Convicts, than huſ- 
band to a woman of ſpirit, his doctriues would be 
enforced by example, as well as precept. 

Peartly. What a pitch of profligacy the has aftzin- 
ed! Is this the return for my indulgence? to caſt 
your ridicule on him, whoſe alliance I have courted, 

Louiſa. (With an air of indifference, ) And fo in all 


the blooming charms of nineteen, and with a fortune 
of £.100,000 I muſt jump into the lap of a man, be- 


cauſe it is papa's defire! Lord! how totally un- 


acquainted you are with the practices of the beau monde, 

Heartly. Would you were ſo ! 

Louiſa. Come then, Fll inſtru you, and doubtleſs 
my firſt leſſon will be ſufficiently explanatory. It 
was but the other day, that Lady Emily Exquiſite, in 
the true ſpirit of the age, eloped with her own foot- 


man, merely becauſe her guardian hinted matrimony; 
2 y gu 3 


and 
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and (hall I renounce the priviledges-of my ſex, and 
comply with the capricious mandate of a father ?----- 
ſuch an anecdote would diſgrace the records of the 
_ eighteenth century. 

.- Heartly. I ſhall loſe all patience! ſhe has caught 

the levity of the times, and all my hopes are blaſted. 
If you reſiſt my tender ſolicitations, hear my paten- 
tal commands: I inſiſt upon your receiving Mr. 
Bloomfield as your deſtin'd huſband. 

Louiſa, O Sir, ſince you are peremptory, I muſt 
be deciſive : And know, ILIl never wed, till I have 
plann'd elopements without number; been the cauſe 
of half a dozen duels Nand conſigned as many lovers 
to the cuſtody of Willis, And with theſe ſentiments 
III withdraw. Exit. 

| HEARTLx. 

To what a ſituation am I reduced. —juſt when I 
thought my telf within the reach of happineſs, to be 
diſappointed! to have my ouly remaining object 
fruſtrated in the midſt of hopes ; at the very mo- 
ment of enjoyment,------Well may moraliſts inveigh 


againſt the profligacy of the age. Well may they | 
exclaim, we have attained the zenith of depravity, 1 


when 
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when the moſt flagrant crimes are committed, under 
the ſanction of a name: when ſeduction is termed 
gallantry.—coquetry, female ſpirit z and vices in 
| general, are ſoftened into faſhionable levities : the 


young and tender mind, is led on imperceptibly from 
gaiety to indiſcretion, from indiſcretion to criminality, 
Louiſa is abſolutely infected. What I deemed na- 
tural vivacity, proves a more dangerous quality, But 
I will not deſpair ; the attractions of youth may ef- 
fect a change, though the remonſtrances of age fail, 
But I muſt compoſe myſelf ; for my engagement with 
Lord Whkiffle to day, cannot be deferred, Well then, 


III ſeek my garden receſs, and huſh my mind to reſt. 


As HEARTLy is going out, enter SOLOMON. 


Solomon, Hail profound Magiſter, and tell me thy 
decree, 
Muſt Joſeph, James, or Self, attend on thee ? 
| Heartly, Peace, thou babbling fool ; I'm too much 
g diſturbed to hear thy fulſome nonſenſe. Exit. 


Solomon. O what a reflection upon art and ſcience, 
To call me fool, who with the muſes boaſt ſuch cloſe 
alliance: 


Am 


: 
a 
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Am not I Solomon, ſurnam'd the wiſe ? 
And who ſhall dare my conſuſions to deſpiſe ? 
Who. like me has ſuch obſcurity of diction? 

Let me ſee : a rhyme to that.---Now I have it : 
Such ſimplicity of thought, and bright poetic fiction. 
There's extempore for you. O Solomon, Solomon, 
thou improveſt daily. Exit. 


Scene, changes to a Tavern. 


BLOOMTIEI p, ſolus. 


In a land of freedom like this, we cannot endure 
the leaſt idea of force or reſtriction. Pure love cannot 
exiſt with a particle of either; nay, affection becomes 
batred, and beauty unimpreſſive. This ſtrange whim 


of my father's, if purſued, will involve me in a thou- 
ſand dithcalties, and if declined, renders him inexo- 


Table. To viſit an amiable girl, in the character of a 
lover, and at our firſt interview avow a paſſion, I ne- 
ver entertained, would be to ſacrifice virtue, honor, 


and happineſs, at the ſhrine of caprice, Nature 


ſpurns at the attempt. Then I'm decided: III ra- 
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ther riſk his diſpleaſure, than impoſe upon the ſex; 


an ingenuous diſcloſure may reconcile him; but if I 


injure her, 'tis paſt the reparation. 


BLoowrieLD walks about in a muſing poſture, and 


Jezune enters undiſcovered. 


Jejune. So, after various encounters, we are arriv- 
ed at Greenwich, I don't know how this matrimo- 
nial ſcheme may end, but the omens are not very 
favorable in the outſet : — no ſooner eſcap'd drown- 
ing, than we fall into the hands of thieves ; and thoſe 
ſootpads are ſuch blaody dogs---- {diſcovers Bloomfield) 
Hey ! who have we here? by the maſs, no other than 
my maſter : but he is ſo wrapp'd in thought, he 
don't obſerve me, Upon my ſoul, from his exterior 
I ſhould imagine he was ſolving one of the moſt diffi- 
cult problems in Euclid :------ {advances towards him.) 
Meditation requires privacy, P11 withdraw, or I may 
probably diſturb your reveries. 

Bloomfield. No, Jejune : at this moment I moſt 
need your aſſiſtance, for I have reſolved to renounce 
my love project, in ſpite of the old gentleman's com- 
mands ; proceed to Town without delay, and enter 


- D into 
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into the gaieties of the place, with the ſpirit of a man 
of faſhion. 
Jejune. A moſt admirable reſolution i'ſaith! 

Bloomfield, Aud the ſooner put into execution the 
better. Come, what places of amuſement now attract ? 
where ſhall I make my entre ? 

- Jequne. For that buſineſs I am completely equipp 4: 
Ii give you a ſhort catalogue, and then judge for 
yourſelf. To begin with the "Theatres, where ſenſe 
is baniſh'd, and the uſurpers, ſound and ſituation, are 


received with eclat : next the Opera Houſe, where 
the warbling Caſtrati from Italy, are launched into 
immediate ſervice, and well rigged with Engliſh 


guineas ; while the merit of our own countrymen is 
ſuffer'd to languiſh in contemptible obſcurity. If you 
wiſh to ſee the levelling principle realized, Rep into 
White's, or Brookes's where you Il ſcarce diſtinguiſh 
the ſharper ſrom the nobleman. . As for Ranelagh, 
Vauxhall, and the fam'd etceteras, they are too well 
known to need elucidation but ſing ſong and exotics 

are the only wear. 
| Bloomfield. You are a moſt faithful chronicler of 
the 
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the times, Jejune, but the mere effects of experience, 


I ſuppoſe ? 

Fejune, Ay, and experience dearly bought too, at 
the expence of a broken head, as well as reputation; 
I bave been a very Proteus in my time. Sometimes 


the bully to a Cyprian nymph ; then a marker to a 


1 Billiard table; twice a ſtrolling player; once the ſoot- 


9 


man of a feign'd gentleman, and now the companion 


of a real one; that is,. moſt obſequiouſly yours. 
Bloomfield. A very mutable character indeed 3 — 


3 but ſome little allowances for embelliſhment. 


Jejune Not a jot, Sir: Invention and I are as great 
ſtrangers to one another, as the rights of a monarch, 
and the King of France, I'm a plain matter of fact 
man, and 'tis all ſtrict truth, by the reſpectability of 
the ations I have fill'd. 

Bloomfield. Ha! ha! ha! now you have overſhot 
your mark, and ruined your memory ſyſtem in a mo- 
ment. That oath I'm ſure is perfectly novel. | 

Jejune. ſaſide Not quite ſo new as he ſuppoſes ; 
for I think it has been in uſe theſe two years, and 
during that time has endured pretty hard ſervice-— 
Why, Sir, as to that indeed---- 


Do: Bloomfield, 
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Bloomfield. But come, a truce with trifling ; can't 
you hit upon ſomething more eccentric ? my pre- 
ſent vein is downright frolic. 

Jejune. Apropos, the times, and our preſent ſitua- 
tion---What think you of a Greenwich Park adven- 
ture? But damn it, that's too low. 15 

Bloomfield. Not in the leaſt I aſſure you, the 
very caſt of my preſent diſpoſition. | 
Fejune But you muſt go in diſguiſe 3 what cha- 
Tater do you propoſe to appear in? 

Bloomfield, Why-----that of a ſubaltern officer, 
Enſign Colville of the 21ſt. 


Jejune. Your choice is excellent, red coats and 


cockades are irreſiſtibles - But we have no time to 


loſe-—-the jolly dames are already aſſembled on the 


hill---P'l] procure you the diſguiſe, and then, hey 


for the ſcene of action. 


Bloomfield. With all my heart. 


Exeunt. 
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Scene diſcovers Lovtsa at her Toilette. 


SONG, Lovisa. 
SET By G. BAKER. 


What an odious thing *tis to marry, 
And ſo become pris'ner for lite, 
The project I'm ſure muſt miſcarry, 
I cannot exchange ** loveiy Miſs*” for my Wife,” 
My wife, my dear, my wife!“ | 
There is ſo much formality in it, 
I could not endure it a minute, 
No! I will never exchange lovely Miſs”? for“ my Wife!“ 


The beaux now attend me, and cry, 

My charmer, my foul, or my life, 

But theſe ſoft expreſſions muſt die, 

If ever I change lovely Miſs“ for “ my Wife,“ 

« My wife, my dear, my wife!“ 

There is ſo much formality in it, 

I could not endure it a minute, 

No! I will never exchange © lovely Miſs” for © my Wife v 


Whilſt ſingle my ſway is extenſive, 

Variety charms me through life, 

But to one I'm confined (tho? offenſive), 

If ever I change lovely Miſs” for © my Wiſe,” 
% My wife, my dear, my wife!“ 
There is fo much formality in it, 
I could not endure it a minute, 
No! I will never exchange * lovely Miſs” for © my Wife!“ 


Louiſa. 
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F'm quite divided about my dreſs to day, whether 
my new ſhape and luſtring petticoat, which Sir 
Hangar Mopery ſo much admired, or my beautiful 
conqueſt ſuit. The influence of the latter I believe 
has been pretty generally felt, from thence its name. 
(Searching about the dreſſing table. 

O lud if I am not out of rouge. Was ever any 
thing ſo provoking, there is. no appearing in public 
without it, the effects are too conſpicuous-—--Well, 
Fil order the chariot for town and procure a freſh 
ſupply---(going)---But, how unfortunate, now I re- 
collect, there's not a ſervant in the houſe, all gone 
with my father to Lord WniIrrLE's—Heigho! what 
a dreadful ſcene have I to encounter, confinement 
in the houſe for a whole day ; the very thought is 
enough to give me the vapours-—--Well, III look 
at the leſſon Mr. Quadrille left me yeſterday, for 
I muſt be a proficient againſt Lady Love-Game's 


rout----Here it is: 


** When you are the Ombre, and your friend leads 
From 
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7 f 6130 
from Mats, play your beſt trump, and lead the next beſt 
= the firſt opportunity.” 

* With Manille, Baſto, King, and two ſmall hearts, 
or diamonds, three ſmail clubs, and the Knave, and one 
F ſpade, lead Maniile.“ 

Why he has left rules ſufficient to occupy my 
whole time for a month, indeed I ſhall be quite 
ſplenetic if I proceed---But, ſtay, what is this about 
the odds; I muſt not be uninformed in that point, 
ſince tis become ſo faſhionable to bet. 

Five to four that my partner holds one card out 
of two certain cards, and five to two, out of three,” 
Well I could not have thought it. 

* With three Matadores in hearts, King and one 
diamond, King and one ſpade, and King and two 
clubs, tis two to one you win.”----<That ſhall be 
rivetted in my memory But who have we here? 


3 Enter TasiTaa, dreſſed in an extravagant Manner, 
without any T afte. 
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Louiſa, What, Tabitha! or do my eyes deceive 
me? ; 


Tabitha. 


—— — 


( 16 ) 
Tabitha, Now only ſee what a difference dreſſing 


with taſie makes: why old Thomas the gardiner, as 
I came through the kitchen, got up and made his 
obedience, and faid, ** Pray who does your ladyſhip 
want.” Why Thomas, cried I, don't vou know me? 
Lord. Mrs. Tabitha,“ fays be, * why you look 
the moſt handſomeſt, beautifulleſt young creature 
Lever ſaw in my life,” and you know Thomas never 
flatters----But | have a great ſecret to tell you. 

Lousſa. Indeed! pray what is it? 

Tabitha. Why it is Captain, a dream I had laſt 
night. 

Louiſa, Pſhaw! what could you dream about? 

Tabitha. Why, of all the good things in the 
world, 1 dreamt of a huſband, 

Louiſa. Ha! ha! Ba! you don't think of een 
into wedlock ſurely! | 

Tabitha. And why may not I think of it as well as 
other folks ? Wasn't Molly married laſt week, and 


if ſhe is rather younger than me, hav'n't I more ex- 


perience? 1 


Louiſa. In that Leim, Tabitha, I muſt confeſs 
you 
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you have the advantage : but come, the particulars 


of your Aram. | 1} 

7 abitha. Well then, this is Eaſter Monday. and 1 
there are great doings at Greenwich Park, and I 1 
"dreamt, if 1 went there, 1 ſhould meet with a fine 
handſome young ſweetheart, and that we were to be 
married, and have ſuch a parcel of pretty children, 


and as like their mamma as they could ſtare. 
Louiſa. But what will Solomon ſay when he hears 


4 mn a — __— 
r r - 
* 


of this, I thought you bad quite ſettied matters? 

7 abitha. No, he don't uſe me well, for he fixes 
this day and that, and, when the time comes, he 
always puts . | 
Lou iſa. And are you eas enough to believe 
this ſtrange adventure will be realized ? 

| Tabitha, To be ſure I do: Didi't I foretel the 
death of poor Damon your favourite lap dog ; and 


- — — 


didn't I adviſe you, when you put into the State Lot- 
tery, to take No, 12,000 and odd, and-was'nt it the 
very next number to the C. 30 000 Prize? Let me 


alone for foreſight ; beſides, I never dreamt upon a 


Sunday night in my life but it came to paſs. . 


Loui Ya. (aſide. ) 1 have half a mind to go with ber, 


18 


-twill only be an innocent frolic, and I {hall not be 
known. Pray, Tabitha, what are the prevailing 
amuſements at the Park? . 56 

Tabitha. O it will do your heart good to hear 
em: There's hunting the handkerchief, | rolling 
down the hill, Blindman's buff, and all fort of di- 
verſion. 

Louiſa. Tabitha, can you be faithful? for, as the 
day is ſo remarkably fine, [ think I ſhall accom- 
pany you, but not not a word who I am. 

Tabitha. No, no, mum to that, I never tell ſe- 
crets--- What a ſmart handſome couple we ſhall be! 
all the young ſellows will be aſter us I warrant, and 


then how mortifying to the ugly girls! J ſhall like it 


of all things, 


Louiſa. Get me Betty's gown and cap, as [ ſhall A 


appear as your fellow fervant; meet me in your 
chamber, and III equip inſtantly, 


Exeunt. | 
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Scene changes to Greenwich Park, 
Enter a SatLoR ſinging. 
4 And ſing a little, and laugh a little, 


c And ſwear a little, and drink a t 
4 And {wig the flowing can.” 


O damn me there they are---Now for ſome high font; 


but it may nt be amiſs to examine the coaſt a little 


rn. See bow that jolly laſs rolls down the hill! 


Hold up black ſtockings Split me if ever 1 ſee ſuch 
a pair of legs !---But who the devil is Mounſeer fol- 
lowing there ?---As tight a frigate as e'er went out 


of harbour. Damn me, muſt give che . Ph "32M 


make Mounſeer ſheer off, bring her to upon the lar- 


board tack, and hoiſt my broad pendant on board 
her But he ſteers this way, gadſo, TIl bear 


down upon him. 


Enter Feencuman, 


Vere can le jolie fille be gone! ſhe has ſlipped avay 


in one moment O malheureux! ſhe yas juſt vat 


E 2 | I did 


CGH 
I did viſh, de very ting de mon coeur, ſo plump, fo 
1015 ſy, ſhe vas one delicieux morceau, and calculate 


to afford le plus grande plaiſir, the greateſt plea- 


ſure! 
Sailor. Avaſt, avaſt, nnn what, cruiſe in a 


Britiſh ſea and pay no reſped to the Britiſh Flag? 1 


Come, haul down your topſail, and ſtrike your co- 
lours, or III give you a broadſide, _ 


Frenchman. Vat, do you mean to inſult. my hon- 
neur? 


Sailor. Don't tell me of honor, I know what you 


are aſter, but ſhe is under my convoy, and, it you 
don' t give over the chace, why we muſt have an en- 
gagement, that's all do you ſee, F 


Frenchman Vous etes un coquin——and if you 


do not valk about your buſineſs, I ſhall demand ſatiſ- 


faction i in a genteel Wy... 

Sailor. O! O11 underſtand you Mr. Frenchy, 

what, you think I can't play that game, do you.) ? but 

I have a pretty good ſubſtitute here. 

55 Shewing a hludgeon. ) 

Frenchman. O de vulgarity of deſe brutes a An- 
glois—Dey haye no idea of tale: ur elegance. . 

dailor. 
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Sailor. Don't ſputter your gibberiſh here, I'm for 
plain Engliſh, all fair and above board, and hark 
you, if you don't ſheer off I'll maul your rigging for 
you. r 5 
Frenchman. How I do deteſt la mode en Anyle- 
terre, how unlike de politeſſe de notre nation 
But I tink I had beiter retreat ing go ſearch for my 
charming fille de joye. 


{ As he walks off the Sailor di iſcovers his tal, 
advances and lays hold of it. 
Sailor. Ha! ha! ha! What the devil! is this 
a tail! ſhiver my timbers but i its a whopper. But 
look de Mounſeer Fricaſee, there goes the veſſel, 
now Pl take her in tow, and if you do come along 


ſide of us, why, damn me [ll fink ye. 


Frenchman, (With a ſhrug. } O de Allobroge! by la 
bete! 


Exeunt ſeverally. 


Scr 


( 22 ) 


Scens changes to another Part of the Park. 


Enter BuoowfieLd in diſzuiſe, with JEjune. 


Bloomfield. Did you obſerve the lovely girl that 


joined the cirele on the hill, attended by: an elderly 
perſon ? | is | 

que. I did; they ens bo] be fellow ſer- 
vants. 5925 IO 


Bloomfield. 1 know not oF ſhe is, but ſure 1 
never ſaw ſuch charms in woman 


gain what information you can. 


Exit. 


Jejune. A very pretty taſk he has aſſigned me, to 


addreſs and notice that old formal piece of goods, 

in preference to the choice bits that are ſo nume- 

' Tous. Well I'll humour bim; 1 think I overheard 

her ſay, ſhe was fond of Plays, now that's my cue, 

a few choice paſſages gains her to my purpoſe, and 
here ſhe comes, | 


9 5 


Something 
whiſpers me ſhe is not what ſhe ſeems, but I'll 


ſeek her, whilſt you muſt ply her attendant, and 


„ Qt W oO. 


a $i ge ; ( 23 ) 
Enter TABITHA. 


| Jejune. Deign lovely ranger to accept the hand 
of one, whoſe firſt ambition is, to baſk in the eternal 
ſun-ſhine of your ſmiles, 

Tabitha. {aſide} This muſt certainly be the gen- 
tleman I dreamt of, and a ſmart clever fellow he is. 
Did you ſpeak to me, fir? 

Jejune. To whom but you could my addreſs ap- 
ply!--No my fair one, 


— — “ Full many a lady 
« Have! ey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
© 'Th* harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
« Brought my too diligent ear; for ſeveral virtues 
% Have I lik'd ſeveral women, but never any 
« With fo full a ſoul, but ſome defect in her 
Did quarrel with the nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 
« And put it to the foil, But you, O you 
* So perfect and ſo peerleſs are created 
5 Of every creature's beſt.” 


Tabitha. Why, fir, I am reckon'd to poſſeſs fome 
good qualities, for inſtance now, my maſter ſays I 
am the beſt maker of ſuety dumpling he ever met 


with, and as to a prudent managing ſort of a woman, 


I don't think there's my equal in the univerſal world, 


Fejung. 


( 24 ) 


Fejune: How ſhall I repreſs my riſible faculties ! 
She is the very woman 11 took her En {aft de} But 
then Four figure, LE Yeo 4 


* 
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© „% 8 *& 4 


ce Who tur- d that lovdly waiſt with 0 much art, 
«« And ſhut perfection in ſo ſmatl a ting? 
Wu ſpread that pure expanſe of white above, 
% On which the dazzled fight can find no reit, 
* But drunk with beauty wanders up and down 
% For ever and for ever finds new charms. 
But O thoſe eyes, thoſe murderers, whence, . 
% Whence did'ſt thou ſteal their burning orbs, 
« From heav*n? thou did'ſt, and ' tis religion to adore em. 


, JI" 


T abitha. Lord, fi ir, you are vaſtly polite, tho it 
is not the firſt time I have been complimented upon 
my ſhape and eyes. 

Jejune Nor will it. be the laſt, FEE? prove A 
never failing theme, O! 1 could for ever gaze. 

Tabitha Well he is downright in love with me, 


that's certain. / aſide} To be ſure, fir, I can have no 


objections to you, tho I have refus'd great offers be- 
fore now --I have ſome money, five years wages, at 
{ix pounds a year, is now in my maſter's hands, and 
as to a lock of cloaths, tho I ſay it, 1 has a 
better. 


Jejune. 


t. 


LE 
ti 


C iy 


Jejune. {aſide} A damn'd pretty piece of buſineſs 
I have brought upon myſelf; the old jade doats on 


me already----But I'll feed her vanity a little 


#. 


longer—-Talk not of fortune, yourſelf alone is a 


treaſure. 


«© Were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch 

«« 'Thereof moſt worthy, were I the faireſt youth 

* 'That ever made eye ſwerve ; had force and knowledge 
«© More than was ever man's I would net prize em 

«© Without thy love, for thee employ them all, 

% Commend them and condemn them to thy ſervice 
Or to their own perdition.“ 


But my maſter bends this way, and I muſt not in- 


terrupt his ſchemes. {aſide} See we are obſery'd, Re- 
tire my love, I'll meet you on the other ſide of the 


hill, and there renew my rows. 
T abitha. O fir, do not leave me. 


Jejune. My abſence ſhall be momentary. Nay do 
not doubt, for here 


« I ſwear by Cupid's ſtrongeſt bow, 

% By his beſt arrow, with the golden head, | 

«© By the ſimplicity of Venus doves, 

** By that which knitteth ſouls and proſpers loves, 

« And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen, 
66 When the falſe Trojan under fail was ſeen, 


F 7 « By 


& 26 ) 


ff By all the vows that ever men have broke, 

* In number more than ever women ſpoke ; 

e In that ſame place I have appointed thee, 

© Pl fly with ſwifteſt wings to meet thee inſtantly, 


Exeunt. ſeveraliy. 


Enter BroowritLDd and Louis, 


Both in Diſguiſe. 


Bloomfield. Whither ſo haſtily ? Night is yet dif- 
tant ; think not of retiring ſo early. 

Louiſa. Indeed fir I muſt ; at yonder tree I pro- 
miſed to meet my fellow ſervant, and ſhe has juſt 
paſſed this way, 

Bloomfield. Be not ſo i impatient ; I hare a e 
things to ſay, and yet, ſtrange paradox, one word 
expreſſes all. | 

Louiſa, (Aſide.) Into what a train of difficulties 
this ſingle indiſcretion leads me; but whilſt I ſtay I 
muſt preſerve my diſguiſe.——TIt muſt be a ſtrange 
ſort of word to comprehend ſo much. 

Bloomfield. ſaſide, How bewitching is her ſim- 
plicity, untutored by the warld, 1, the knows nothing 
of et.. tis comprehenſive in the ex- 


teme 


(#7 ) 
trethe, tho' we hear of the ſpontaneous, yet penc- 
trating ſigh---of the expreſſive fide glance---the re- 
juctant No, and the palpitating Yes—-of that deli- 


cate conſuſion, which the object of our affections ne- 
ver fails to inſpire---of that exquiſite ſenſibility, 
which excites apprehenſion, and fills us with conti- 
nual alarm 

Louiſa. And can one word mean all this! why 
then will you give yourſelf ſo much trouble? 

Bloomfield. Though we reſort to the airy regions 
of fancy, or aſcend to the ſublimeſt heights of the 
imagination; though we range through language 
in our career, no trope or figure can be found indi- 
cative of Love No! Love cannot be deſcribed. 

Louiſd. Why, furely you are not in love with me 
fir! What would people fay, to hear of a ſmart of- 
ficer coufting a perſon of my condition? Beſides, I 
have one ſweetheatt already, and that's quite enough 


at a time =I think I ſupport the character ca- 
pitally. (aſide.) 
| Bloomfield. This accounts for her indifference, but 
I'll try the ſtrength of her afſection-aſide ) Who 
is the happy man ? Is he not ugly? Hg 
| F 2 L.ouiſd. 


t 1 


Louiſa. No indeed he isn't, though not ſo well 
| dreſſed as you, and I don't think you very hand- 
ſome. 

Bloomfield. Is he not old? 

Louiſa, Much younger than you, 

Bloomfield. Is he not poor ? | 

Louiſa. Why ſo am I, and I like him none the 
worſe for that. | n 

Bloomfield. But is he not ill-tempered? 

Louiſa. As mild as milk, I do allure you, and 
I can't ſay as much of you. 

Bloomfield. Is he not illit'rate ? 

Louiſa. Pray what is that ? 

Bloomfield. This is affected ignorance, and in- 
compatible with the ſhrewdneſs of her former an- 
ſwers. But I perceive the loves him. 

| (Walks about in a diſordered flate.) 

Louiſa. Now he is muſing I'll eſcape. 

{Offers to go.) 

Bloen eld {obſerving her, Nay, do not go. 

Louiſa. I beg, fir, you will not prevent me. 

- Bloomfield. Firſt give me your addreſs. 

Louiſa. Lord, fir, I can't write. 

Bloomfield, 


(4 3 


Bloomfield, Plhaw! Pronounce it then. \ 


Louiſa. Not on any account. 

Bloomfield. Then I will accompany you. 

Louiſa. Not for the world. My miſtreſs, fir, is 
an old maid, and {he can't endure the fight of a 
man, it would throw her into hylterics, 

Bloomfield. Then fix any time or place, and I'll 
attend you, nay adopt-any diſguiſe to obtain an in- 
terview. | ; mo (7 

Louiſa, How wild you talk, and you officers have 
ſuch ways of impoſing upon young women, that I 


dare not ſtay any longer, and I deſire fir you will 
not follow me. 


Exit, 


BrooMFIELD ſous, 


She's gone ! perhaps for ever, and I've no power to 
follow her- How has her requeſt enforced obe- 
dience ! whilſt I remain perplexed with doubt, and 
tortured by conjecture. I'm convinced ſhe is not 


what ſhe ſeeras: Nature would nee'r exhauſt her pow- 


ST 


( 30 ) 


ers in feature, and leave the mind neglected; nor 
could ſuch eaſe and elegance of manners attend on 
bumble liſe And then the ſhrewdneſs of ker 
replies W y did 1 ſuffer her to eſcape, till ſhe 
had folved the myſtery ?. Ah, why indeed 
Shall I purſue her—--No! it would be à vain at- 
tempt; ſhe feels the influence ſhe has gained, and 
Io Jejune I will reſort for | 
explanation, he ſeemed attentive to my commands, 
and perhaps has e his Nan, III ſeek him at 
the tavern. | 


cruelly exerts it 


Exit, 


EN D of the Fixsr ACT. 
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ACT I. 


Scene, a Tavern at Greenwich, 


Enter BLoowrieL», Jejuxs following. 


Bloomfield. Well Jejune, what tidings of the 
charmer, have yon diſcovered any thing ? | 

Jejune. (drity.} Yes, I believe my difcoveries 
may rank amang the extraordinaries of the day--- 
; rather important or fo. 
Bloomfield, Important and extraordinary! O name 
them quickly. 

Jejune. Firſt then, I have Afoonered that ſhe is 
not the perſon you took her for. 

Bloomfield, Come fir, this is net a time for jeſt- 
ing, if you value my eſteem inform me inſtantly. 

Jejune. Value your eſteemd I hope fir you have 
no cauſe to ſuf pes 


Bloomfield, 


( 32 ) 
Bloomfield. Trifle with me no longer, leſt my 
ſtrong impatience leap the bounds of reaſon---I'm 
on the rack---Who is ſhe ? what is ſhe? and where 
is ſhe ? | | 
Jejune. Who is ſhe? what is ſhe? and where ig 
ſhe? three queſtions, and all in one breath---You 
ſurely don't expect the anſwers will be ſo quickly 
diſpatched. 
Bloomfield. This infolence is inſufferable---T'll not 


endure it---To be brief, fir, ſeek ſome other ſub- 
ject for your ſport. WARD: 


{ Jejune ers to go.) 


And will ycu leave me---O Jejune, I have been too 


raſh ; return and heal thoſe anxious doubts that now 
ſo cruelly oppreſs me. 

Fejune, Since reaſon reſumes her ſway, I'Il re- 
ſume my duty ; and now for your queſtions, though 
I ſhall invert their order, and begin with the laſt. 
Let me ſee, the queſtion was, Where is ſhe? my 
anſwer i is, at her father's houſe in Blackheath. 

Bloomfield. Why will you thus perplex me? why 
adopt this circuitous mode, you too that are gene- 


. ä . 


rally ſo  perſpicuous ! . 3 
Fejunes 


ir 


( 23 ) 


Jejune. In matters of importance, fir, there's 


nothing like method and diſcretion---the ſhock might 
prove too great, if ſuddenly diſclos'd. 

Bloomfield. You talk in parables. But why this 
digreſſion? each moment ſerves but to inflame my 
torments. 

Jejune. No relapſe, and I'll march to the point 
with all the regularity of a well diſciplined troop in 
a ſecret enterprize. Now for the next---What is 
ſhe ? Don't be alarm'd- he is an only child, with an 
immenſe fortune. : 

Bloomfield. Proceed---I'm all amazement. 

Fejune. ſaſide. He don't twig it yet.) And now 
firſtly and laſtly, that is firſt in point of queſtion, 
but laſt in order of anſwer; ſhe is no other than 
Louiſa Heartly. 

Bloomfield, Louiſa Heartly ! impoſſible. 

Jejune. Yes, that it ſhould be otherwiſe. I have 
proof the moſt demonſtrative. 

Bloomfield. Whence your information ?_ 

Fejune. From the beſt of ſources—I attack'd the 
old formal Jade as you directed (who i is a ſervant of 


G Mr, 
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Mr. Heartly's) and with a few rapturous flouriſhes 
gain'd her to my purpoſe. From her I learnt, that 
a violent quarrel had that morning taken place be- 
tween Miſs Heartly and her father, relative to her 
intended union with you, to which ſhe was very 
averſe, and tempted by the ſerenity of the day, ſhe 
had ventured to the park in diſguiſe. But tho' her 
prepoſſeſſion againſt Mr. Bloomfield was great, I 
| found it did not extend to Enfign Colville--- This, 
fir, is a ſhort journal of my voyage upon diſcovery. 

Bloomfield. O Jejune, I am convinc'd, there is 
no room for doubt, I'll fly this inſtant to her feet 
and expiate the wrongs I've done her. 

Jejune. Stay, your ſcheme is dangerous, the very 
name of Bloomfield negatives your interview. 

Bloomfield. And ſhall I linger here, the vile pro- 
moter of her inquietude? No, on the wings of love 
T'll go and reſcue her from parental tyranny. 

Jejune. Yes, but as Enſign Colville, do it. 

Bloomfield. That would indeed be baſe----I will 
no longer injure innocence. 

Jejune. How injure! That's impoſlible ; the im- 
poſition ſprings from prudence, and is founded in 


the 
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the pureſt motives; by theſe means all parties will 


be ſatisfied. When you have ſecured her affections 


you may avow yourſelf till then 'tis 
dangerous. | 

Bloomfield. You reaſon right, and J approve your 
plan. But let us hence, 


Now love preſides, time ſlowly limps away, 
A day's a year, a moment ſeems a day, 


Exeunt, 
STENE changes to a Garden near Mr. HEARTLX's 
Houſe. 
L O U 18A. 


My adventute in the park was a charming one; 
I would not have miſs d it upon any account. Why 
Miſs Fal-Ral will be quite giddy when I inform her 
of it, tho' I dare ſay ſhe'll curſe her ſtars ſhe was 
not of the party.---And then, how I deceiv'd the 
young officer. I make no doubt he took me for 
what I repreſented. The expedient that I could 
not write when he ſolicited my addreſs, and the 
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tale of my miſireſs being an old maid were ex- 
G 2 cellent ; 
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cellent ; 1 in alittle time I ſhould be quite an adept at 
an intrigue, and yet I regret I wasn't more inquiſi- 


| tive about him, for I'm ſure he loves me, and indeed 


regimentals were always my favorite. 


SONG. 


J. 


A red coat and a ſmart cockade, 
To men are great improvements; 
In park, at balls, or promenade, 
Add grace to all their movements. 
Whene'er a captain heads his troop, 
We feel the ſtrong attraction; 
E'en formal prudes, then deign to ſtoop, 
And grace the ſcene of action. 
II. 
| They brook 1 not « infalt, as a fop, 
Whe honour thinks a bauble, 
But give a thruſt, or pop, pop, pop, 
As th' amende honorable. f 
9 i Delightful men! our nation's boaſt, 
By them we ne'er are ſlighted ;. 


With courage they maintain their poſt, | 
And fee the fair ſex rĩghted. 


They 
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III. 


They prove the beſt ciciſbeos, 

So fertile at intriguing ; 

Unlike your jemmy, ſimp'ring beaux, 
Who ** telVe its fatiguing.“ 

'Then ſhould my heart ere pliant prove, 
And wily Cupid teaſe me; 

A captain muſt inipire the love, 
None elſe I'm ſure can pleaſe me. 


Enter Broomritio. 


Pardon my preſumption, in thus abruptly intrading 
myſelf at your feet. 
Louiſa. Heav'ns ſir! What brings you * ? 
| Bloomfield.” Be not alarm'd, and I'll explain the 
myſtery. You recolle& our interview in the Park; 
I felt thoſe charms I now behold in all their native 
brilliance, though then obſcurely veiled. Upon en- 
quiry I learnt your real ſituation in life, and hither 
haſtened to declare my paſſion: Hearing a female 
voice 1 leaped the wall, and fortune bleſſed me 
with the wiſned event. nde 
Louiſa. O ſir, let me intreat you to fly this place, 
ſhould my father diſcover u 


Bloomfield, 
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Bloomfield. 11 you but ſmile, or bid me hope, I 


dread no obſtacles. 


Louiſa. But think on your ſituation, danger, fir 
ſurrounds you, therefore I conjure you leave me. 

Bloomfield. Talk not. of danger, when beauty is 
in purſuit; what could 1 not ſurmount to gain ſo 
fair a prize, for whom e/en lite itſelf would be a 
trivial ſacrifice, 

Louiſa. If, fir, you ate regardleſs of yourſelf; 
think of me; my honor demands your inſtant ab- 
ſence. {ri | | 

Bloomfield. Urge your commands no Anders nor 
dip the darts of beauty in the ſtream of cruelty. I 
cannot, dare not leave you. To retreat, becauſe 
of difficulty, would plant a ſlain indelible on my 
profeſſion. | 

Louiſa. (aſide) How I admire his . the im- 
preſſion he has made upon me will be too viſible 
but once more III: try his conſtancy Since you are 
deaf to every remonſtrance I have made, know that 
I cannot receive your addreſſes, for I am devoted 


to another. 


Bloomfield 
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© Bloomfield. To another! O recall the fatal words: 
And are you conſenting ? 

Louiſa. {afide.) 1 can no longer diſſemble, his 
looks ſpeak forcibly, and tell me that I govern with 
tyrannic ſway. To deceive you fir would be unjuſt, 
a vile return for that generoſity of ſentiment you 
have avowed. Know then, that a cruel father, re- 
gardleſs of my happineſs, and of that tenderneſs 
which ought to characterize our affinity, ſeeks to 
impoſe a match I cannot but diſapprove. 

Bloomfield. Deteſtable thought! perhaps diſeaſe 
and age denote the object, and his only recommen- 
dation is his riches. 8 

Louiſa. No fir, there you wrong him; though a 
ſtranger to his perſon J am not inſenſible of his me- 
rits. Report deſcribes him as engaging, and, to 
the family of Sir William Bloomfield, objection 
muſt be ſilent: but the idea of a forced marriage 
has eraſed every favorable impreſſion from my mind, 
and left averſion in the full poſſeſſion. 

Bloomfield. Excellent woman! infatuating girl! 
How reciprocal our wiſhes ! How generouſly hoſtile! 
And can Mr, Heartly prove the ſource of your un- 


happineſs? 
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happineſs? O let me convey you to ſome place of 
ſafety, where you may reſt ſecure from a deluded 
father's threatened force. 

Louiſa. Raſhneſs marks that plan; let not one 
imprudent ad. 

Bloomfield. And can you think ſo baſely of me ? 
Bleſs'd with an independence, I am devoted to 
your ſervice, and will procure you an plum. | 

_ Louija. I know not how to a&.---Mr. Bloomfield 
is expected, and my father is preparing for our 
nuptials ; I cannot ſupport an interview ! 

Bloomfield. Diſmiſs your fears, and let me be your 
protector. Mr. Bloomfield {hall wave his claim, or 
pay the forfeit with his life. 


Louiſa. Matchleſs man! with what heroic ardour 


he ſupports my cauſe : aſide. } But fir you are igno- 
rant of my father's temper, he will ne'er conſent. 


Bloomfield. He muſt, he ſhall, equal to Mr, 


Bloomfield in every reſpect, I will extort his ſanc- 
tion. 

Louiſa, You have overcome my ſcruples, and 1 
will confide in you. To night at eight re-viſit this 
ſpot, and 


Bloomfield. 


cl 
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Bloomfield. O rapturous expreſſions! 
Louiſa. And yet fir ——— 
Bloomfield. No revocation z Your ſafety is my 


charge : Yes, a foldier's honour is the pledge. 


Louiſa, But 
Bloomfield. No more. At the appointed hour J 


come, till then, adicu! 


{Exeunt. ) 


SCENE changes to Mr. HearTLY's Houſe. 


Diſcovers So. omoN, with Pens, Ink, Walker's Rhym- 1 
ing Dictionary, and other Books upon the Table. 


SONG, SoLo ON. 


Tune, Vicar and Moses. 


I. 


Old Horace has ſaid, 
As I have oft read, 
A poet can't be, but naſcitur ; 
True genuine wit 
Is always non fit, 
Nor from ſtudy can ever ſeguitur. 


H 
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II. 


* In ex- tem- po- re, 
| None are equal to me, 
The favorite ſon of Apollo; 
Endu'd by the Nine, 
With a ſpark that's divine, 
I beat my competitors hollow. 


III. 


My caput well fill'd, 
In grammar too, {kill'd 
There's no part of ſpeech but I well know ; 
For pro-nun-Cl-a-tion, 
Or nice punc-tu-a-tion, 
There never exiſted my fellow, 


IV. 


I can dreſs up a rhyme, 
In a ſhort ſpace of time, 
Am a dah at a ſong or a ſonnet; 
There my parts I diſcloſe, 
But as for dull proſe, 
My Genius difdains to think on it. 


Solomon. Now for my ode upon the abolition of 
the ſlave trade; Gad I think Til write the rhymes 


firt—— There's originality for you Here be- 


gins. 


Negro. 
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ff 3 we — ego, 


| 


— nbbnenbdinnn Allegto, 


excellentiſſimo ! Milton wrote a poem of that name, 


of courſe my learning will be undoubted—Muſe 


procced. 
— — A bolition, 
I XNlanumiſſion. 

Very good: 

Slavery [pauſes )/——————O, there I'll put a daſh 
with a---y—-at the end 

Get on Pegaſus ——— 

— Freedom pauſes. / 


What does Walker fay of that 7 the dic- 
tionary /- Not a match to be found Well, my own 


genius muſt ſupply the deficiency. ( pauſes. 


Why now they have got their Freedom, 
As for the taſk-maſters, they no longer heed em. 


Quite pat. Put it down=----{writes }----O Solomon, 
when wert thou at a fault! But I muſt ſay ſome- 


thing about Sugar——Well, then a rhyme to it—— 
Gad 
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Gad there's nothing like contraſt, ſo I'll write Vi- 


negar---Note in the margin — that is to ſay——to 


read Su-gar et Vi-ne-garmm( writes )J-——Þravo! 


But I hear ſomebody coming Let none ap- 
proach.” {aloud } I ſhall be diſcovered before I 


have hid my dictionary. ** Let none enter, Solomon 
Wiſeacre is at his ſtudies.” /aloud, } 


{kides the dictionary. 


Enter TaBrTHa. 


Solomon. What Tabby, my love, is it you? 


855 (amorouſly.) 
Tabitha. {diſdainfully.) Love indeed! 


Les J am thy everlaſting Amoroſo, 
Solomon. And thou art my Dulcinea del Toboſo. 


Tabitha. Dull! to let you know I am as ſprightly 
as ever I was in my life; and as to my being a ſin- 


ner, don't talk of that, for you know what you 


wanted in the harbour, 


Solomon, 
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Solomon. 
Me! O thou blaſphemer of Apollo! 


Gods! why don't your vengeance follow? 


Dos't thou not know that I am favoured of the Mu- 
ſes, and that my genius is inſpir'd by the grave 
Melpomene, the gay Thalia, Momus, and all the 
circle of the fam'd Pantheon ? | 
Tabitha. And how long Mr. Solomon have you 
been acquainted with thoſe genite-foixs; why I dare 
ſay you never law the Pantheon in all your life. 
Solomon. And do you ſuppoſe I mean the Pan- 
theon reſorted to by gaping mortals ? No no- —1 
mean that divine! that —that— but words are 


weak, and learning can't deſcribe it; indeed I might 


as well attempt to explain a Greek oration, thou 
wonderſul ignoramus! 


Tabitha. O you barbarous man, compare me te a ; 
monſter? I'm ſure Mr. Jejune ſaid I was as hand- | 
ſome as an angel. 

Solomon. (aſide.) Mr. Jejune! who the devil can 
he be, not a rival ſure— And ſo Mr. Jejune told 


you ſo; ha! ha! ha! ſome barber's journeyman I 


ſuppoſe, 
T abitha- 
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Tabitha. Barber's Journeyman indeed! to let you 


know he's as ſightly a looking gentleman as eyes 
ever beheld, and worth an hundred ſuch old muſty 
ſellows as you: And what's more, he'll have me 
to-morrow morning if I pleaſe. I wiſh he was heres 
he'd teach you better manners, than to call a per- 
ſon of my conſequence by ſuch outlandiſh names. 

Solomon. Him teach! Mars inſpire me, Pallas aid 
me, that I may chaſtiſe this ſcoundrel : I'll chal- 
lenge him this inſtant. 

Tabitha. Dear heart how I ſhould like a duel, 
why it will be advertiſed in all the news-Papers 
about town and country, and my name will be ſeen 
in long large capitable letters. 

Solomon. Thou falſe, thou wicked one! to bring 
thy faithful Adonis to the ſlaughter Well, be it 
ſo, I'll write ſuch a thundering challenge, that the 
very words {hall ſhake him. 

{Sits down.) 
1 me ſee, I think I'll write it in rhyme, it will be 
ſingular, and imputed to the ſtrength of my genius. 
But, how provoking, whilſt ſhe is preſent I dare 
not open my dictionary, and without it nothing 


can 
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can be done that way. aſide. J———I muſt conde- 
ſcend to pen it in the ordinary ſtyle, and not ſoar 


above the fellow's capacity, who I ſuppoſe can ſcarce 
read 


Tabitha. Not read! but he can, and write proetry 
too, and when I ſhewed him your verſes, he ſaid 
you was an old fooliſh word-monger. 

Solomon. Do you hear this ye ſacred nine? Will 
you ſufler your choſen ſon to be thus vilified ? But 
I muſt compoſe myſelf, or I ſhall certainly diſgrace 
the elegance of my diction ; cool, cool, Solomon, 
nor let fury invade thy pen: but it muſt be very 
bold, the ſubject requires it———Veni, vidi, vici---- 
that ſhall be my motto, and in large characters too, 

(Vi/rites, ſeals, and delivers it to Tabitha, 
Here, take it; That challenge itſelf would be ſuſh- 


cient to vanquiſh half a ſcore Frenchmen. 
Tabitha receives it exultingly, and as ſhe goes 
out Jejune meets her, and enters.) 
Fejune. O what an age of abſence! Thus let me 
claſp thee in my arms, thou lovelieſt of thy ſex. 
Solomon, I hope this is not my rival. aſide. } 
Tabitha. How glad I am to ſee you, that villain 


hag 
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has called me ſuch names, and ſays you are a bar- 
ber's journeyman : but read that letter. 
gives it him. } 
Jejune. He! what the devil have we here, a chal- 
lenge, the fellow's a ſtranger to me (reads } 


„Veni, vidi, vici.“ (A very claſſical introduc- 
tion) How dar'ſt thou aſpire to the honour of ri- 
** valling a man meſt favour'd by the Muſes —_ 
Tabitha, the hoary Tabitha!“ 

Tabitha, There's aſſurance, he means me Sir. 

Jejune Moſt inſolent! the crime had been much 
leſs had he called Venus ſo - But to proceed 
(reads.) The hoary Tabitha, my right, by pro- 


„ miſe, thou haſt robb'd me of, and nothing but 


thy infignificant life can make atonement for the 


injury! I expect you'll meet me at the upper 


end of Greenwich Park to-morrow morning at 


Ten o'Clock, there to give ſuch ſatisfaction as 2 
„man of my parts may demand: 


„ Your Enemy till Death; 


SOLOMON WISEACRE. 


Fejungs 


t 
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Jejune. What a terrible concluſion————And ſo 
you Mr. Shacklefigure are the author of this ſingu- 
larity. 

Solomon. I muſt "RY with firmneſs--—(aſide}—-- 
thoſe laconic lines are the production of my pen. 


Jejune. Well, my Son of Mars, what's your 
weapon, ſword or piſtol ? I'm for diſpatch. 

Solomon. {afide.) He ſeems a determined dog; 
then that long ſword by his fide, how it makes my 
fleſh crawl---But he does not ſeem to have any 
piſtols, of courſe they are the weapons! Why, as to 
fencing, you Frenchmen are very dexterous at it, 
and I hate odds, but with piſtols no man meets his 
antagoniſt with more reſolution than I do. It is 
really a misfortune to be unprovided, or this affair 
might be ſettled cog for, as you obſerve, 
there's nothing like diſpatch, 

Jejune. I am ſingularly fortunate in ſupplying the 
deficiency; the Captain left his to my care this 
morning, here they are, /taking a brace of piſtols from 
his pocket.) as pretty a brace of barkers as any man 
can wilh to be {hot with---Take your choice, you'll 


and them properly loaded fir, 


I Solomon. 
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Solomon. (aſide And I am afraid very improperly 
unloaded. 

Jejune. Tabitha my love, retire, when we have 
ſettled, I'll meet you in the garden. 

Tabitha. How I {hall like to ſee this in the newſ- 
paper----Faxe you well Solomon, for I ſuppoſe I 
ſhan't ſee you any more. | 

Exit. 

Solomon. O if I was but once out of his reach, I 
would avoid him as carefully as a debtor does a 
catchpole---with what unconcern he talks of loading 
and diſpatching Some damn'd fighting dog 1 
warrant him. {afide.} 

Fejune, Come, ſir, let's to buſineſs I thought 
we were agreed upon diſpatch, Chooſe your dif- 
tance, ten paces or five, or perhaps you would pre- 
fer muzzle to muzzle. _ 


Solomon. O, fir, you wouldn't think of fighting 
in a room, 'twill alarm the whole houſe, beſides we 
have no ſeconds, 

| Fejune, Then if one or both of us ſhould fall, 
there will be no acceflaries to the fact. 


Solomon, 


En 


Solomon. What a cool determin'd dog---he is a 
very myrmidon. {aſide} But conſider the conſe- 
quences, ſir, without witneſſes, it one ſhould fall, as 
you obſerve, the ſurvivor will be hung for murder. 

Fejune. Never let that trouble you, you'll either 
be laid upon the bed of honor, or moſt diſtinguiſh- 
ingly exalted. But I have no time to loſe. Acquit 
yourſelf as a man, or I'll treat you as you deſerve, 
and cane you. 

Solomon. Why Why you don't imagine I 


was ever in earneſt about fighting. 


Jejune. Not in earneſt! but I'll convince you 
ſhortly that I am. 
Solomon. What, have me fight for ſuch an 1 ugly 
old woman as Tabitha---no, no, Mr, Jejune, why 
it would call the vengeance of the muſes on me. 

Jejune. And if you do not fight, you call down 
my. vengeance, which I think will prove the moſt 
painful of the two. 

Solomon, If renouncing Tabitha will ſatisfy you, 
here upon my bended knees I'll do it. 

Jejune. Thou pitiful coward, thus will I requite 
thee, wag? {beats him. 


I 2 Solomon. 
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Solomon. O ſpare me! have mercy, mercy. 
Jejune. And now as a ſmall retribution to the 
charming Tabitha, ſwear that the is more beautiful 
than Venus---more chaſte tñlan Diana---and poſſeſſes 
more wiſdom than the great Minerva, 

Sclomon, All this I ſwear, 

Jejune. Swear that ſrom this moment you yield to 
me all pretenſions to that exc-lling fair one. 

Solomon. I ſwear. 

Jejune. Now get you hence, and learn to fight 


before you ſend a challenge, 


{Solomon runs off. 
Ha! ha! ha! How heartily the fellow ſwore. But 
where will this end? what's to be done with the old 
Beldam----the grows amorous, and I grow lick, 
But I muſt aſſiſt the captain in his amour; that ac- 
compliſhed, adieu to Tabitha for ever. 


Exit, 
SCENE changes to a Garden. 
Enter BLooMFIELD, 


A few minutes put me in poſſeſſion of all my foul 
holds dear Where can Jejune be? I ſent him be- 


fore 
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fore to obtain information, and I muſt wait his re- 
turn, But I hear footſteps-—-O tis he--- 


Enter J=juNE, 


Bloomfield. Well Jejune ? 


Fejune. Louiſa is prepar'd, the old gentleman 
from home, and fortune ſmiles upon our withes--e 


follow me, and I'll lead you to her. 


Exeunt. 


Enter Mr. HEARTLx. 


I thought I heard a noiſe this way---perhaps the 
ruſhing of the diſtant waters 


No, It could not 
bel am not ſatisfied; the evening's fine, ſo 


here Illi fit me down, — Again —ſfure 'twas a hu- 


man voice. But who comes yonder---my daughter 
of the party? {diſiwbed) 'tis very true. What can it 
mean? this tree affords me a retreat, and there III 
watch their motions, 


Re-enter 
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Re-enter Broowriely and Jejune with 


. 


Bloomfield. Baniſh your ſuſpicions---I'll die to 
ſerve you. The chaiſe waits in the adjoining field, 
and will conduct you to a place of ſafety, 


Louiſa, Well I will confide in you, tho' I tremble 
at my raſhneſs, This key unlocks the garden door, 


{Gives him a key, 


Re-enter Mr. HEARTLx. 


Thieves, murder, fire, James, Joſeph, Solomon ! 
Where's my daughter, my daughter ? 


Jejune. Heav'ns! we are diſcover'd, 


Enter SoLlo MON, TA BITHA, and other Servants. 


- Heartly. Seize, ſeize the ſcoundrels. O Looks, 
how could you ferve me thus : . jo FS 
Louiſa. You may thank your own conduct for all 
this. | 

Heartly. Don't ſuffer the raſcals to eſcape. Pl 
have them puniſh'd in the ſevereſt manner. 


Bloomfield. 
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Bloomfield. Villains, hands off, left you fall a 
ſacrifice to my wounded honour, As for the illibe- 
ral appellations you have beſtow'd, the ſon of Sir I 
William Bloomfield ſcorns them. 

Hearily. Sir William Bloomfield's ſon? It can- 
not be. 

Louiſa. Mr. Bloomfield! 


Bloomfield. Let that convince you, fir. 
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Gives him a letter. 
Heartly. O it is too true. I read it in your looks; 


this confirms it; and yet your late procedure gives 
birth to ſtrange ſuſpicions. In what a maze of error 
I'm envelop'd---quickly diſpel the miſt, 

Bloomfield. We have no time for explanation. 
Let this ſuffice, my views are honourable, and will 


bear the niceſt ſcrutiny. 


Heartly. I will not doubt it, 'twould be injurious, 


Diſhonour cannot be allied to you---excuſe my raſh 
{affeionately} 
| Bloomfield. "Tis done. And now my lovely fair | 


expreſſions, and 


one, can you forgive the impoſition ? 
Louiſa, Your motives, fir, muſt be explain'd--- 


Bloomfield. 


ö 


( 56 ) 
Bloomfield. Then briefly thus--Hearing your pre- 


poſſeſſion againſt me, was the ſole inducement to | 
my diſguife. After this avowal, may I preſume to 
hope your partiality is unimpair'd. Smile but con- 
ſent, and I am happy. 

Heartly. You muſt conſent, Louiſa---your father 


adds his wiſhes to the cauſe Thus let me join 


you, and may the union be permanent and happy. 

Bloomfield. Let every one partake our bliſs; and 
fince you, Tabitha, have been ſo inftrumentat in 
my happineſs, let Solomon and an ample ſufficiency 
be your reward. Jejune, to aid my views, pre- 
. tended a paſlion for you; but there is an invincible 
obſtacle-—he is a married man. 

Tabitha. And ſo I muſt loſe my handſome clever 
Well I 


muſt be content, they do ſay, that marriages are 


ſweetheart, and put up with Solomon 


made in heav'n; and I ſuppoſe Solomon and Iv were 
born under the ſame planet. 
Solomon. But is the fighting gentleman willing 
to wave his claim ? 
If not, O Tab, 
Wiſeacre ne'er ſhall be thy name. 
Jejune. 


_ 


137) 


Jejune. Ves, Solomon, here, publicly, I re- 
nounce it. | 


Solomon. Thus are the valiant rewarded. 


{ concettedly) 
And now let none inſult me, for whether man or men, 


III fight 'em; yes, I'll fight 'em 
Jejune. What, fir! 
Solomon. Yes, T'll fight 'em, with my pen. 


Fejune. Ha! ha! ha! In your hands, that weapon 
will be inoffenſive enough. / 


— 


Bloomfield. Let nothing interrupt our harmony. 
And as you, Solomon, are devoted to the Muſes, 


I will provide you a rural retreat, where you may 
indulge your bumour. 


Comes forward and addreſſes the Audience. 
And now each doubt remov'd, but one thing more 


we wiſlh——your approbation —that granted, our 


nuptial night, will prove a feſtive night indeed. 


Exeunt omnes. 
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